Macedonia said: "Perhaps he has;" but it was not so.

Theodora did not cavil at the invitation. It was the
first time that she had been bidden to the Palace, and
would certainly be the last. She knew very well that all
three of them were members of the theatre, and, there-
fore, excluded by rigorous law from marriage with any-
one of even the lowest of the Ranks. She herself was
the cast mistress of Hekebolos, who was by this time
probably the discredited and perhaps cashiered Governor
in the meanest of the Appointments. Still, for this one
evening, if this were known, and it almost certainly
would be known, for the Palace Secret Police enquired
into the past of every guest, it was being overlooked,
and she would be the guest of Empire. Black would be
worn, and a carriage would be sent. All the rest of the
day was an excitement. Her one good dress was black;
she well knew that she looked her best in black. Still,
it was such an occasion as had never been in her life. "I
will remember every least thing of it, for ever," she said.

When she had dressed to her satisfaction, she heard
the carriage, and so set forth upon her quest. Presently
she had the joy of seeing the sentries cross spears to bar
the way at the gate and salute with spears when they
knew that she was an Imperial guest. She knew nothing
of the Palace; she had never been in its precincts before.
Hekebolos had never been within, even to kiss hands
before taking ship to the Five Cities. He had never been
to the Emperor, even then, only to the Prefect, who had
kept him waiting an hour before seeing him. Now she
was driving within the Palace Precincts to what the
sentrv had said was the Quarters, the small, private
dwelling of the Emperors at the side of the great castle,
where Empire received only private friends.

The carriage stopped at a lighted door by which stood
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